




The Tr Age die of. 

Where rude mifgoucrnd-hands from windowes tops, . 
Threw dull and rubbith on King Richards liead. 

Torke. Then -(as I fayd) the Duke great Bullingbrooke, 

Mounted vpon a bote and fkrie .ftecde,. 

Which his afpiring rider feemde to know. 

With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cridc.God fauc th $®tslluigbro»ks. 

You would haue thought the very Wmdowes fpakes. 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 
ThroughCafcments darted their dicing eyes . 

Vpon his vifage,an,d that all tUe^.495^. : 

With painted nr.agery had fayd at once, 

Iefu prefer.! c the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

Whilft he from the one fide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower then his proudSteeds necke 
Befpake them. thus, I thankc you Ount,i;ym.en: ... , •/ 

And thus-ftill doing, thushftpaft along, . - ■ 

JDut. AWi ck c poorc TfycpMdjN here rices he the W uillt. 

Torke. As. in a T heater the .eyes of mat , 

Af ter a yy ell ifyraced ^.ftordcaues the S^a.ge, 

Areidely bentonhinitiiatenlieisnext,. v a-' 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo,or with muchmpre contcmptmtnsi cyftp,, - 
Did fcoulc oxtgentlc!S#W,«?o. man cried, God lauehim. 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him-his welcorpe home, 

' BujbDuA: was thfowue vpon 

Which with fuch gentle forrow be lliooke oft. 

His face Drill combating with tenres arid lmiles, 

The badges of his gtiefe and patience*, ■ , 

T hat had not Gocffor fome ftrong prri: po Te D e^eb 
The hearts ofnieii,theyywftT erfo . r ^ haLlv - 

And Barbarifme itlelfehaue putted him: \ v . 

But Heauqrihath a bandip. tliefceucn ce s ,. 

To whofehigh willwebound our calmecontente , 









Richard the 



York?. Aumerle that was. 

Bat that is loft, for being Richards friend : 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now • 
f am in Parliament-pledge for his trueth 
And lafting fealtie to the new madeKing 

‘Dut. Welcome my tonne, who art the V inlets nov\>. 

That ftrew the grecnc lappe of the new -come fpring. 

jum. Madam I know not, nor I greatly care not, 

God knowes I had as liefe be none as one. . 

Well,beare you wcllift this new fptmgof tune, 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford?do thefc iufts & triumphs hold? 
For aughtl know (my Lord) they do. 

Y-orke. You will he there'I know. 

A urn. IfGod preuent not I purpofe To. i 
York,. What fealeis that that hangs without thy bofoRie? 
Yea, lookft thou pale? letme fee the writing. 

A«m. My Lord, tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who fee it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing. • 

A-m. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter offmall confequence, 

Which for fomc reafons l wo uld not haue feene. 

York ■ W hich tor fomc reafons (fir)I mcane to tie. 

I feare,I fcare. 

Dut. What fhouldyou feare? 

Tis nothing but feme band that he is etttred into 
• For gay apparrel! again ft the triumph. 

Torke. Bound to himfelfe, what doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound. to : Wife, thou art a foole; 

Boy, letme fee the writing. 

A m. I do befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Torke. Twill be fatisfied; letme feeit,lfay : 

.He pis.c\s it out .!/ his boforyie^ndr cades it. ■ 
Treafon,fou!e treafon : ; yillaifte > - t 5 *aytor.'flauc. 

Dm. What is themattcruUy tx>!.xi? . .. 

. Yt»k°. Ho, yyiio is withinthtre? laddie my Horfe; 

X a • God 







